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Chapter One 


It was a beautiful summer's day; the sun was shining out of a deep blue sky, birds were singing in the trees 
and a gentle breeze blew, preventing the day from becoming unpleasantly hot. Seventeen year old Lars Ulrich 
strolled down the tree-lined avenue, swinging his sports bag back and forth. He was in a good mood that day 
and especially glad for the breeze. He had not long moved with his family from Denmark to California and he 
still wasn't quite used to the heat. Which made his destination even more appealing to him. 


Lars crossed the road, heading towards a small 1-Il store. As he reached the other side, he took his wallet out 
and checked the coins inside, working out how much he had. He was still getting used to buying things with 
dollars instead of kroner. Counting his money, Lars smiled and put it away again. He was sure he had enough 
for some mint chewing gum. He had cleaned his teeth before setting out but freshening his breath again 
couldn't hurt, just in case. 


As Lars approached the I-ll store, the door opened and he saw some of his class mates come out. There was 
Brad, a tall boy wearing a red t-shirt and Bermuda shorts, Joey, a stocky boy in a baseball cap and Brenda, a 
girl with blonde hair which had purple streaks in it. They were talking loudly and Brad was eating from a big 
bag of sweets. 


Lars couldn't help but feel a little nervous. Since he had started his new school, nobody had been really mean 
bullied him and the three kids coming out of the shop were reasonably nice but they (like the others) still 
thought he was weird. This was emphasised by the fact that as soon as they saw him, they all stood there 
and stared, as if Lars was an alien from another planet. 

"Hey Lars" Joey said. "Where are you off to?" 

"Um, the swimming baths" Lars replied. 

"The swimming baths?" Brad exclaimed. "Why do you wanna go there when you live right near the beach?" 
"Yeah" said Joey. "Swim in the sea instead and save a couple of bucks". 

"Yeah but the swimming baths are..".Lars screwed up his nose as he thought hard. "Cleaner". 

"Cleaner? Bullshit” scoffed Brad. "People pee in the baths all the time’. 

"Yuck, that's gross!" said Brenda. 

"Yeah but the water gets changed" Lars explained. "It cycles round and round..those little vents on the side 
suck out the dirty water and pump clean water back in. Plus the pool's full of chlorine, which is a kind of 
bleach that kills of germs". 


"Bleach is even more gross" said Brenda. "That stuff makes your skin go all scaly, like a snake". 


"Its not that kind of bleach" said Lars. "Not like the stuff you clean toilets with". His classmates didn't look 


convinced. 
"You're weird" said Brad. "Anyway, we're gonna go and play baseball so catch you later". 
"Don't stay in the pool too long and get scaly skin" added Brenda. 


Lars said bye to the other kids and watched them walk off, heading in the direction of the park. Lars chewed 
his bottom lip thoughtfully. Thinking about it, cleaner did sound kind of stupid but he hadn't had time to think 
of a better excuse. At least it had worked..well sort of. 


No way did Lars want anybody to find out the real reason he was going to the swimming pool. If they did, they 
would tease him or even bully him. Lars may not have made any friends at his new school yet but he surely 


didn't want to make enemies. 


Not that itd be any of their business Lars thought, still sucking his lip. But that wouldn't bother them. If they 
avoid me and think Im odd cos | lke heavy metal, what would they do if they found out | ike a guy? 


Chapter Two 


Lars smiled to himself as he thought about the boy he liked. He didn't know his name so at the moment, he 
mentally referred to him as The boy at the swimming pool or SPB for short. 


It had all started a couple of weeks ago, on a rainy and windy day. Lars had wanted to go to the beach but the 
weather had just been too awful so his Dad had suggested the pool at the nearby sports hall instead. Lars 
hadn't been too enthusiastic about this idea but he hadn't let his feelings show though because he didn't want 
to hurt his Dads‘ feelings. When he had arrived at the pool, Lars had cheered up once he had seen that it had 
three flumes. It was when he had been going to collect a ring to go down the green flume, that he had first 
seen the boy. 


Lars had never found boys attractive before but this one was different.something really special. He was tall 
and slim with long, flowing blonde hair and beautiful, intense blue eyes. Lars had stared at him open mouthed, 
unable to believe his attractivness. The boy had picked up a swim ring, then he had looked up and nearly 
caught Lars’ eye. Lars had panicked and overcome with shyness, he had scuttled off, slipping on the wet floor 
and bumping his ring against the wall. 


Lars had been mad at himself for being so shy and he hoped that the blonde boy hadn't noticed. For the rest 
of the time he was there, Lars had kept an eye out of him and had seen him a couple more times at a 
distance. However, he was still far too shy to speak to him, which was ironic because usually Lars was very 
talkative and could strike up a conversation with anybody. It had been a frustrated Lars who had left the pool 
at closing time..frustrated but determined. He had already made up his mind to return the next day, just in 
case the attractive boy was there once more. After all, by then, Lars was sure that he would have enough 


confidence to speak to him. 


Unfortunately, SPB hadn't been there. Lars had stayed unto closing time, by which his hands and toes had all 
wrinkled up but the blonde guy was nowhere to be seen The day after that, Lars had gone with his Mom and 
Dad to visit a museum and an art gallery and then it had been Monday, a school day. Lars had gone to the 
pool after school and to his delight, the boy he liked was there once more. 


Still, Lars couldn't bring himself to do more than admire him from a distance. Lars was ready to kick himself 


for his sudden shyness. Since then, he had visited the pool six times, four of which SPB had been there. 


| hope he's there today Lars thought. And this time, | WILL falk to him. Lars went into the T-Il and bought some 
mint gum and also two chocolate bars. /f.no, WHEN / speak to SPB, HI ask him if he wants some chocolate Lars 
thought. Then he'll know Im a nice guy cos | share my sweets 


Lars hurried along, anxious that the hot sun would turn his chocolate into a gooey, sticky mess. Soon he came 
to the sports hall; a modern looking building, made from steel and glass. The pool could be seen through the 
glass and Lars looked through it as he walked towards the entrance, hoping to catch a glimpse of SPB. However, 
the pool was so crowded that it was difficult to tell. Lars pressed his nose up against the glass. Toddlers 


splashed about in the kiddie pool, watched over by their moms and dads. People collected rings to go down the 
green slide and a lifeguard told some boys off for pushing each other into the pool. Then Lars remembered his 
chocolate and hurried inside. 


After paying for his ticket, Lars headed to the changing rooms. They were a series of tall cubicles; Lars went 
into a nearby cubicle and took his swim shorts out of his bag. As he changed, Lars' mind drifted into a 

naughty daydream of the changing room being open plan and him catching a glimpse of the guy he liked, naked. 
The thought of this made Lars blush terribly and he was glad at that moment that nobody could see his face. 


Shit, | mustn't think rude things lke that. Oh no, | bet if my SPB is here, that will now pop into my mind and Hi 
blush Way to go Lars! Your classmates are right, you ARE weird 


Lars stuffed his clothes into his sports bag and opened the cubicle door, ready to go to a locker. Just as he 
did, the guy of his dreams walked past. Dressed in white swim shorts, his blonde hair tumbled over his 
shoulders and his fingers curled around his own bag, keeping it from the wet floor tiles. Lars gasped and shot 
back into the cubicle, pushing the door closed in front of him. 
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OK, | will speak to hm. | WLL. Lars mentally berated himself for his behaviour. Shit, if ever he saw, he'll think Im 


some kind of crazy loser. It was just.he caught me by surprise! 


Lars took a deep breath to steady his shaky nerves. / wasn’t ready. | didn’t expect to see him so quick and so 
close. Lars swallowed and assumed a confident, determined expression. Ok. NOW Im ready. Lets go 


However, it still took Lars a good five minutes to venture forth out of the cubicle and make it over to the 
lockers. As he put his bag inside and shut the door, Lars tried to think what exactly he was going to say to 
the blonde boy. 


Maybe just hi and smile at him. But then what if he says hi back..what can | say then? 


Of course Lars HOPED that he'd say hi back. At that moment, he couldn't bear the thought of the boy 


ignoring him or, even worse, giving him a look as if he thought Lars was weird. 


No, he will say hi Why shouldnt he? Im just being dumb. Then, maybe | can ask him which his fave slide is. Yeah, 
that should get a conversation going 


Lars entered the pool area and was greeted by the smell of chlorine and the sounds of people splashing, kids 
yelling and the constant whooshing of the water flumes. There were three flumes; the super fast blue one, the 
slower yellow one, which was suitable for smaller kids and Lars‘ favourite, the green one where you had you 


ride down it sitting in a ring. 


Lars climbed down the ladder into the pool, enjoying the feel of the cool water on such a hot day. His eyes 
scanned the pool but he couldn't see SPB. Maybe he's waiting to go down one of the sides Lars thought. 


Lars swam up and down the pool a couple of times then played in the water geyser. It was quite powerful and 
he tried to swim through the middle of it but it always pushed him backwards. After his fifth attempt, Lars 
gave up, panting and giggling. He swept his wet hair out of his eyes and looked round the pool, wondering what 
to go on next. Maybe one of the slides? 


| bet they're all crowded Lars thought, as he scrambled out of the pool and headed over towards the flume 
area. There was a long queue for the yellow slide; made up of mainly smaller kids and adults with toddlers. 
There were also quite a few kids Lars' age queuing for the blue slide. However, the green slide had the 
smallest queue and there were a couple of rings not being used. Delighted, Lars grabbed a ring and went up 


the stairs to the top of the flume. 


There were three people waiting in line to go down the green flume; Lars went and stood behind them. The 
lifeguard was out of his seat; looking round, Lars saw that he was helping a little boy who had dropped his 
rubber ring and somehow got it stuck between the wall and the yellow slide. The boy was giggling, which gave 


Lars a desire to giggle too. 

Then Lars heard some jostling and a girl's angry voice. Turning to look, he saw some boys trying to jump the 
queue and push past a couple of little girls. Lars recognised the boys as the ones who he had seen through 
the window earlier; the ones who the lifequard had told off for larking about. 


"Don't shove! Wait your turn’ the girl in a purple swimsuit protested. 


"Move over kiddies, let us real men though" one boy smirked The other two laughed and as they tried to push 
past, the other girl blocked their way. The biggest boy scowled and snatched the ring off her. 


"Give it back!" the girl shrieked. Lars looked anxiously for the lifeguard but it seemed that the little boy's ring 
had fallen through the gap and to the floor below and the lifeguard had gone down the stairs to fetch it for 


him. 


Lars couldn't just stand by and see the girls bullied so even though the other boys were all bigger than him, 
he spoke up. 


"Hey, didn't your parents teach you not to pick on girls" said Lars, standing up as straight as possible to 
appear taller. The boy holding the ring turned to look at Lars and laughed. 


"Hahahaha, | suppose you're gonna stop us then". 


"Give that girl her ring back" said Lars, trying to sound calm, though his heart was beating fast and his 
stomach twisting up. If the lifeguard didn't return soon, he was going to get punched, he was sure of it. 


"No!" said ring boy. The other two balled their fists up. The two girls clutched each other, scared. 
"Three against one, how brave you lot are" Lars tried to scoff back. Where the fuck is that lifeguard? 
"How about three on two?" said a voice behind them all. Turning to see who had spoke, Lars gasped in surprise. 


It was the blonde boy of his dreams. 
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Despite the perilous situation they were in, Lars suddenly felt elated. The guy he liked was offering to fight 
alongside him! Lars was pleased enough to see him but he would have been embarrassed if SPB would have 
acted as if he needed "rescuing". However, he was suggesting that he and Lars fight together. Lars felt at that 


moment, he could have fought and won against a whole football team. 


"Hahaha, so you're gonna help that little wimp?" the biggest boy scoffed. However the other two looked unsure 


of themselves. 


"Yeah" the boy said. Lars loved how he sounded confident but not boastful. "Oh and by the way, you're the 


wimps, if you've gotta scare smaller kids and girls to act tough". 

The bullies were furious at that remark and the big one stepped forwards. 

"Hey!" The voice of the lifeguard filled the air. The two girls sighed in relief and the ring boy jumped. 
"What's going on here?" 

"They stole my ring" the one girl said, pointing to the bullies. Purple swimsuit girl nodded in agreement. 
"You! Give that ring back now" ordered the lifeguard. The boy scowled and did as he was told. 


"Now get out of here or I'll have you chucked out the pool". The bullies looked furious and skulked off down the 
stairs. The lifeguard nodded at SPB. 


"Hey, | think | know you" he said. "You're James Hetfield, aren't you?" The blonde boy nodded. 
James Hetfield thought Lars. What an awesome name. 


"Thought so" the lifeguard said. "Your uncle Bernard works in the café. | oughta tell him how you've been the 
hero today, eh?" 


"Oh no, it's nothing really" James muttered, going ever redder. The lifeguard chuckled. 


"Go on then kids" he said to James, the two girls and Lars, before going over to his seat and sitting down. The 


girls smiled at Lars and James. 
"Thanks for helping us out" said the first one and purple swimsuit girl nodded shyly. 


"Um, it's OK" said James. Lars noticed that now the danger had passed, he looked shy and awkward. He was 
hanging his head a little; his long, wet hair hiding his face. Lars couldn't help but think it made him look 


endearing and vulnerable. 


Lars smiled and gave the girls the thumbs up. He watched as the first one went down the flume, the second 
girl calling "Wait for me at the bottom" after her. Then Lars looked at James. 


| uh, forgot my ring" James muttered. 
"You wanna use mine?" Lars offered. 


"Nah, it's OK. Tell you what though". James glanced over to the blue slide, where the queue had now dissipated. 


"Ill go on that one, let's have a race to the bottom". 


"Cool, alright then" Lars said brightly. He sat in his ring and James went to stand over by the blue slide. Lars 


waited until the second girl had gone and the flume was clear. James caught his eye and gave him the thumbs 


up. 
"Ready dude?" 


"Yeah" Lars called over. As the light turned green, Lars pushed himself off, shooting down the green flume. He 
caught sight of James vanishing down the blue one at high speed before his slide turned the corner. The water 
whooshed and splashed around him, the ring bumped gently against the sides of the flume and Lars felt his 
adrenaline flow as he careered down the flume. Somehow, he was enjoying it far more than he had ever done 
before and Lars guessed that it had something to do with the fact that he had made friends with James, the 
boy he liked. 
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Lars flew out of the bottom, into the large feeder pool for the slides. He held his breath and clung to his ring 
in case he overbalanced and fell into the pool but he managed to stay upright. Lars floated over to the side, 
gently bumping against the tiled wall. Looking round, he saw James come swimming over to him. 

"Who won?" he painted, brushing his wet hair off his face. 


"| dunno, | never noticed" said Lars. 


The two guys looked at each other and started laughing. James helped Lars out of his ring and they headed 
back towards the flumes, talking to each other. 


"Come on, let's have another race" Lars said. "This time, you have the ring and I'll go down the blue slide". 

"Ok then’ said James, accepting the ring from his new buddy. "Say, what's your name?" 

Its Lars". 

"Lars, that sounds kinda Scandinavian’ said James. 

"It is" Lars said proudly. "I'm from Denmark but I've just moved here with my family". 

"Oh cool" said James. "So you're not on vacation and are staying here?" 

"Nah, we're living here officially now". 

The guys reached the top of the flumes again This time, Lars watched James sit in the ring as he waited by 
the entrance to the blue slide. Off they went again as the lights turned green and Lars whizzed down his flume 
so fast, it took his breath away. He splashed into the shallower lane of the feeder pool and shaking water from 
his face, sat up quickly. James was already in the pool, grinning and waving his ring at him. 

"| won!" 

"How did you beat me?" Lars demanded. "I went like a rocket down there?" 


"l'm just more naturally streamlined, | guess" James chuckled. 


"You were in a ring though" said Lars, also starting to laugh. "Rings aren't streamlined. They're..round and um, 


they stick out round your body". 


James laughed too and the guys exited the feeder pool. "Best of three?" James suggested. 


"But we don't know who won the first time" said Lars. 


"Um yeah, good point". James noticed a little kid standing next to him, gazing longingly at his ring. "Here, you 
wanna go now?" he asked, offering the ring to the kid. 


"Thanks!" said the boy and set off towards the stairs. He wasn't the only one; Lars noticed that a group of 
giggling girls were at the top, ready to go down the blue slide. 


"Awww, the queues have come back" he said. 

"Let's go in the big pool and wait for the flumes to clear again" James suggested. 

So Lars and James set off towards the main pool. It was even fuller than when Lars had arrived, with hardly 
any room for anyone to swim. Remembering how Brad had called him weird earlier, Lars wondered what he 


would make of there being so MANY people who wanted to be at the pool that day. 


"Say, l'm glad you're living here for real". James' words brought Lars out of his thoughts. "Thats cool cos it 
sucks when | make friends who are on vacation and then they go home and | never see them again’. 


"Yeah, | hate that too" said Lars. He climbed down the ladder, into the refreshing water. "I know you can write 
to friends, like pen pals but it's not the same". 


"Yeah, | like to have friends to hang out with and stuff said James, following Lars into the pool. 


"Have you got loads of friends?" Lars asked, thinking about how difficult he was finding it to make friends in 
California. 


"Um..no" James muttered, going red again. "I just got one, called Ron". 


"| don't have loads of friends either" said Lars, not wanting James to feel uncomfortable. "I don't sort of fit in 


at my school". 


"Me neither" said James. "Though, uhh..if you wanna be friends, I'll have two". He looked so nervous and 


awkward that Lars' shyness from earlier felt like it paled in comparison 


"Of course | want to" said Lars. He nudged James, splashing his arm a little and smiled at him. James smiled 


back. 


"Um, that's great then. Not that | meant it to sound like a contest of collecting friends or anything" he added 


on. "Most people don't wanna hang out with me, they think I'm a loser". 


| don't think that" Lars exclaimed. Maybe it was because James looked so vulnerable at that moment, that 


Lars spoke, without even thinking about it. "I think you're cool and uh, | hope this doesn’t sound weird but | saw 
you here a few days ago and | sorta kept coming back cos | wanted to make friends with you but | was too 
shy to say hi or anything’. 

Oh shit, Lars, what the hell have you just said James will laugh now, he'll laugh his freaking head off! 


James stared at Lars, blue eyes wide. Then he started to laugh. Lars felt his heart sink like a stone. 


"Oh man, really? Lars, | did exactly the same thing!" James blurted out. "I was here cus it was raining and | 


saw YOU and thought That kid looks cool An | was too nervous to speak too!" 
Lars gasped, feeling his heart lighten and float back up like a cloud. 
"You..you did?" 


"Yeah, honest’. James watched the water lapping against the side of the pool, shy again. "Then today, | saw 
those guys picking on you after you stuck up for those little kids and | knew | had to do something’. 


"That's..that's great then’ said Lars, grinning in relief. "Hahaha, those bullies actually did us both a really good 
turn and they don't even know it". 


"One bad turn turns into one good turn" said James. "Say, wanna go on the flumes again?" 


Lars looked over towards the flumes. The queues were ever longer than before. In fact the whole pool was 


completely crowded. 
James caught Lars’ eye. "Tell you what" he said. "Shall we call it a day here and go to the beach instead?" 
"Yeah" said Lars happily. "I'd like that, itd be great”. 


The two lads sloshed through the pool, taking care to avoid bumping into anybody. Lars noticed that James 
stayed close to him and on occasion, his hand bumped gently against Lars' hand. 


Did James fancy him? 


Lars hoped that he did. Of course, it was early days yet but he had plenty of time to find out. Starting with 
spending the rest of the day on the beach, outside in the sun. 


Lars and James climbed up the ladder, out of the pool and set off towards the changing rooms. As they went 
through the door, Lars said to James.. 


..So, you into heavy metal at all?" 


The End 


